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THERE is a strange beauty in the fog that floats up the river on a spring morning. At first there is only a faint haze; then 
it sweeps in, a silent tide of whiteness. The yellow gash the quarry 
made, the dingy little town across the valley, are wiped away as 
the earth draws a veil across her scars. There, where the willows 
grew, is a great cloudy emerald in a silver setting. It shatters and 
slides into the thickening whiteness. Nearby the river whispers 
unseen in an unremembered tongue of gods long forgotten. 
Sounds come from afar off as from another star, tired with their 
journey. Then even these drop away, and there is only whiteness, 
and silence. 
Over in the town across the valley people are stirring, looking 
outside, damning the fog. All kinds of people. There are little 
people who have groveled in the dust so long they think the dust 
in their faces the universe revealed. There are those who gag and 
grimace as they drink the dregs from the bottom of the vat. My 
head is thrust up among the stars, and Stardust whirls in my face 
till I am half-blinded, and laughing. They revile and fear my lack 
of fear. They draw from me, too, as I reel past of nights, for it is 
a heady wine I drink, distilled of the coldness of space, and the 
warmth of a heart, the sweetness of love, and the bitterness of 
pain. 
There is a writer too, a very well-spoken-of writer. He scribbles 
all day and far into the night, making endless variations on an 
ancient theme. "Romance is dead/' he wails. Romance? High 
adventure awaits me at every turn. It calls from earth and sky. 
It thunders in the storm and whispers in moonlit trees by still 
waters. It lies just around the bend of the path, hidden in the 
mist. It lives in the sleek, repressed power of a machine, and 
twines itself about the ankle of a girl walking down the street. 
For I am in love with the high, far-seeing places, and the joy 
of life runs hot within me. My body was lately fashioned of the 
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bones of dead men, of the dust of strange worlds, of fire drawn 
from the farthest corners of space. Yet I was in the beginning of 
time, and I shall see the last star fade, for I am space, and time, 
and the fading star. My finger rests on the pulse of changing, 
flowing worlds, and all eternity is my home. 
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Thorgus, you are deaf. 
Once when you were very young 
God spoke gently to you, 
And Thorgus, you responded joyfully. 
But now you are smothered 
By the foul husk of iniquity. 
God whispers to you still, 
But what you hear are Satanic perversions. 
Thorgus, you didn't hear today 
The jubilant carol of the hermit thrush. 
I mourn for you. 
Thorgus, you are blind. 
Once when you were still young 
A wave of hate, conceived 
In teeming flats, in the smut of society, 
Flung an ugly cataract 
Over your eyes and reduced 
Your vision to Satanic fractions. 
Thorgus, you didn't see today 
The flashing redbird in the flowering dogwood. 
I weep for you. 
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